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YE! HERE is hardly any Tragedy wherein Hiſtory: 
| | YN is more faithfully followed than this: Th 
=| 'T | Subject is taken from ſeveral Authors but e- 
Wl 21: /pecrally from the Eighth Book of Quintus- 
Caurtius. There. we read all that Alexan- 
er did when he enter d into the Indies, the 
Embaſſies he ſent to the Kings of that Country, the different 
Receptions his Envoys met with, the Alliance Taxiles made 
with him the Haughtineſs wherewith Porus refuſed the Con- 
ditions he was offer d the Enmity between Porus and Taxiles, 
and laſtly, the Victory Alexander gain d over Porus the no- 
ble Anſwer which that brave Indian made the Conqueror, 
when he ad him how he expected to be treated, and the 
Generoſity with which \lexander reſtor d him all his Domi- 
nion: with the Addition of ſeveral others | F 
This Action fl Alexander has been look'd upon as one of 


- bk 


the gallant ſt of that Prince's whole Life; and the Dan- 
ger he was in from Porus's Obſtinacy, ſeems to be the greateſ# 
he ever met with. He himſelf acknowledged it, ſaying he 
had at laſt met mith a Danger worthy his Courage. And it 
was upon this very Occaſion he cry'd out: O Athenians, 
%% h / much Pains do I take to gain your Applauſe | I have 
endeavour'd to repreſent in Porus an Enemy fit for Alexan- 
der; and I may boaſt that his Character has pleas'd extream- 
ly upon our Stage; ſo much, that ſome People have reproach'd 
me with making that Prince greater than Alexander, But 
they don't conſider that in the Battel and Victory, Alexander 
is i Fatt greater than Porus, that there is not a Line in the 
Play but what's to the Praiſe of Alexa der, and that the very 
Invectives of orus and Axiane are ſo many Elogiums of that 
Conquerors Valour. Porus indeed may be more Moving, be- 
cauſe he is unfortunate. © For, as Seneca ſays. ſuch is our 
* Natwnre, that we admire nothing in the World ſo much as 
a Man that knows how to bear Misfortune. unſhaken. 
Ita affecti ſumus, ut nihil æquè magnum apud nos admi- 
rationem occupet, quam homo fortiter miſer. 


LES; 
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PREFACE. 
Ihe Loves of Alexander and Cleophile are not of my 
on Invention. Juſtin mentions them as well as Quintus Cur- 
tius. Thoſe two Hiſtorians tell us, that a Queen in the In- 
dies call Cleophile, gave up her ſelf to Alexander with the 
City which he beſieg d her in, and that he re eftabliſh'd her 
in 5 Kingdom becauſe of her Beauty. She had a Son 
bim, aud call d him Alexander. Theſe are the Words of 
Juſtin: Regna Cleofidis Reginæ petit. Qua cum ſe de- 
diſſet ei, Regnum ab Alexandro recepit, i lecebris conſe- 
cuta quod virtute non potuerat, Filiumque ab eo genitum 
1 nominavit, qui poſtea Regno Indorum po- 
titus eit. 


2 —— 


DRAM ATIS PERSONA. 


Alexander. 
On = £ Kings in the Indies. 
' Hepheſtion. | 
WOMEN. 


Axiane, Queen of another Part of the Indies. 
Chrophile, Siſter to Taxiles. 


Alexander's Tram, 


— QQ 


8 C EN E lyes en the Margin of the River |; 
Hydaſpes, in the Camp of Taxiles. 


— RR. 


1 
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Alexander 7he Great. 


aA 
Enter Taxiles and Cleophile. 


CLEBO PHIL E. 


[LL you then fight againſt a King; 
whoſe Power 
Seems to force Heav'n to undertake- 
his Cauſe; 2 
One at whoſe Feet all Aas Rings. 
M3 fall proſtate, 
=== Sl One who drags Fortune at his Cha- 
riot Wheels? 
Shut not your Eves to Alexander's Greatneſs: 
See, round ye. Thrones laid level with the Duſt, 
Nations ſubdu'd, and Monarchs led in Irons, 
And then prevent the Ills that caus'd their Ruin. 
Tax. Wou'd ye that I, ſtruck with ſo baſe a Fear, 
Offer my Neck and meet the threat'ning Yoke? 
Sha!! India ſay I forg'd the Chains that bind us? 
Shall I quit Pers, and betray thoſe Princes 
Who for their Country's Freedom are aſſembled, 
And who, not war Ting in a Choice fo noble, 
Alike know how to liye or die like Kings? 
Behold ye one, ſo much as one, that tamely 
Is blown to Earth at Alexander's Name? 
Which of them all goes forth to beg for Slavery? 


Far 
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Far from being frighten'd at his Bug- bear Glory, 
Ev'n in the Lap of Victory they Il ſtrike him. 
Wou'd ye then, on the brink of Battle Siſter, 
Have Taxiles make humble Suit for Peace? 
Cleo. Nay, rather does not He addreſs to You? 
"Tis Your fole Friendſhip Alexander courts ; 
Jaſt in the Act of launching his red Thunder, 
He ſtrives in ſecret to preſerve You from it. 
Tax. Why ſpares he Me alone? Of all the Princes 
Whom the Hydaſpes ſends to ſtop his Progreſs, 
Has none but I deſerv'd his ſhameful Pity ? 
Can he not offer Amity to Porus? 
He doubtleſs thinks Him a too gen'rous Soul 
To liſten to ſo ſcandalous a Favour : 
He ſeeks a ſoft, a leſs reſiſting Spirit; 
So chuſes Me an Object for his Mercy. 
Cleo. Brother, you miſ- interpret bis Deſigns: 
He takes You for the braveſt of his Foes, 
And by diſarming You, makes ſure account 
Of trampling down all other Oppoſition. 
His Choice imprints no Stains upon your Name; 
His Friendſhip falls not to the Lot of Cowards; 
Tho', fir'd with Glory, he wou'd rule the World, 
No Slave is to be ſeen among his Friends, 
Alas, if his Acquaintance is ſo blackning, 
Why ſpar'd you not your Siſter from ſuch Shame? 
You know the daily Services he pays me, | 
Which, but for You, had never gone ſuch Lengths. 
You ſee me here the Miſtreſs of his Soul, 
Nor want I hourly Tokens of his Flame; 
His burning Sighs have found a way ev'n hither, 
Thro' all th Impediments of adverſe Camps. 
Inſtead of being angry that I ſee him, 
I've heard you chide me for my Coldneſs to him: 
You caus'd me, Brother, to admit his Love, 
And, in my turn, perhaps to love Him too. 


Tax. You, without bluſhing for your Beauty's Pow'r, 


May force that mighty Warrior to ſubmit 
Nor has your Heart juſt Cauſe to be alarm'd, 
If Aſia s Conqu'ror triumphs over It. 

But a whole Nation is bound up in Me, 
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And muſt receive their Fate, as I ſhall ſteer; 
And tho your Counſels try to warp my Soul, 
I, to preſerve their Freedom, muſt be Free. 
I know th' Inquietude which this mult give you: 
But as You. Siſter. love; fo I too love. 
Axiane's bright Eyes, thoſe Foes to Peace, 
Arm all their Shafts againſt your Alexander. 
Queen of each Heart, ſhe leaves no Means untry'd, 
To fave that Liberty her Charms deſtroy; 
Fill'd with Reſentment at theſe fortign Chains, 
She can endure no Tyrants but her Eyes. 
Siſter, ſhe muſt be ſerv'd: Her glorious Anger — 
Cleo. Will you deſtroy your ſelf to pleaſure Her? 
Do follow that dear Tyrant's fatal Dictates; 
Serve her, or rather ſerve your Rival. Brother. 
Adorn his Brow with Laurels due to You; 
Axiane ordains it; fight for Porus: : 
And, adding to her Pride by your Exploits, 
Secure the Empire of her Heart to Him. 
Tax. But. Siſter, think ye Porus —— 
Cleo, —— Your ſelf I ask, 
Doubt ye Axiane does really love him? 
What! ſee ye not, with how much warm'h of Speech 
Ev'n in Your Preſence ſhe diſplays his Valour ; 
With her, how brave ſ ever Others are, 
"Tis only by His Side that Vict'ry flies; 
Your Projects but for him wou'd prove abortive; 


Ia him the Liberty of India reſts; 


Our Walls without Him had already tumbled 3 

His ſingle Look can conquer Alexander. 

She makes a God of that admired P:iace; 

And doubt ye that ſhe'll make a Loyer of him? 
Tax. Cruel Cleophile, I fain wou'd doubt it. 

Prithee confirm thy Brother in his Error: 

Why paint ye to his Eyes that hated Object? 

Rather aſſiſt him to belye his Sight. 

Tell him Axiane's a haughty Beauty ; 

The ſame to all the World as to your Brother, 

Sooth with ſome Hope 
Cleo. Hope on then, I conſent; 


But from your ineffectual Cares hope nothing. 


why. 
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Why will you in Reſiſtance ſeek a Conqueſt, 
Which Alexander's ſelf prepares to yield ye? 
*Tis nat with Him you muſt diſpute the Prize; 
Porus is He. that means to rob you of it. 
Unequal Fame exhauſts her Breath, for Perus: 
She blows no Trumpet but for Him alone, 

As if the other Leaders had no Name, 


But follow'd to the Battle like his Subjects. 


Alas! if that vile abje& Style delight ye, 


The Greeks and Per{;ans. point ye out a Maſter. 


A hundred Kings. Companions of your Thraldom 
You'll find; And Porus too to cloſe the Train. 

But Alexander meditates Your Freedom, 

He leaves upon your Brow. thoſe Sovereign. Marks 
Which by your haughty Rival are refus'd, 

The one enſlaves you, t'other makes you reign. 
Inſtezd of being ſacrificd for Porus, 


Tou will — but ſce that mighty Rival comes. 


Tax. Ah! Siſter, how my troubled Heart miſgives mo, 
And tells me that my Rival is telov'd. 
Cleo. Adieu: Time preſſes to declare your Choice: 


PForuss Slave, or Alexander's Fiiend. [Exit Cleo. 


Enter Porus. 

Por. My Lord, or I'm deceiv'd, or our proud Foes 
Wil tall far ſhort of their high Aims: Our Chiefs 
And Soldiers. burning with. mpatience, wear 
A maſculine Aſſurance on their Brow ; 

They urge each other, and our y ungeſt Warriors 
Make ſure account of plenteous Crops of Laurels. 


T ſaw from Rank to Rank this Ardor ſpread, 


And rend with gen'rous Shouts the yielding Air: 

They murmur that inſtead of glorious Action 

The ſloth of an-Incampment waſtes their Vigour, 

And ſhall we let ſuch daring Spirits languifh? 

Our Enemy begins to practiſe Art, 

He finds himſelf grown weak, and therefore tries 

To turn the threatning Storm: Hepheſtion's ſent 

With vain Diſcourſe tamuſe us —— 

Tax. We muſt hear him, 

My Lord: We know not Alexander's drift. 

Perhaps tis Peace he's willing to preſent us. F 
| Fer. 
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por Peace! wou'dſt thou then accept it from His Hand? 
ball we behold him in his waſteful Travel, 
Trouble the happy Calm our Realms erjoy'd, 
And entring our Domains with Sword in Hand. 
F Diſcharge his Rage on Kings who never wrong'd him? 
ball we behold him plundering Provinces, | 
selling our Rivers with our Subjects Blood, 

And when Heav'n ſeems to give him up to Juſtice, 
Wait till the Tyrant deigns to give us Pardon? 

* Tax. Say not, my Lord, that Heay'n abandons him, 
With equal Care its Favour ſtill ſurrounds him: 

A King who makes ſo many Nations tremble, 
Is not, a Foe to be deſpis'd by Kings. 

Por. Far from deſpiſing, 1 a mire his Courage, 

And render lawful Vom ge to his Valour. 

Bur in my turn am willing to deſerve 

The Tribute which I'm torc'd to pay his Virtues, 

Do, raiſe this Alexander to the Sky; 
But if I can my Lord, I' pull him thence; 

Yes VIl atrack him on the very Altars 

Erected ro him by the trembling World. 

Thus Alexander's ſelf eſteem'd thoſe Princes 

Whoſe Realms he conquer'd; had he tim'rous ſeem'd, 
Darius dying, ne'er had ownd a Maſter, 

Tax Had that o'erweening Prince but known Himſelf, 
He ſtill had reigu'd where now another reigns. 
Beſides, that Pride which caus'd his Overthrow, 

Had Grounds to plead which your Contempt has not. 
Then, Alexander's Valour ſcarce was known: 

The brooding (hunder had not burſt its Cloud, 

In a dead Calm Darius doxing lay, 

But ſoon he wak'd, and with Amazement ſaw, 

Like a vain Dream, his mighty Pow'r foriake him, 
Thrown to the Earth by a victorious Arm, 

The darted Bolts, in falling, op'd his E es. 

For. But at what Price does Alexander, think ye, 
Offer this Peace this baſe, enſnaring Peace? 

A hundred different Nations can inform ye, 
(Thrown into Chains by that fallacious Peace.) 
Let us not cheat our ſelves with flattering Hopes; 


His Friendſhip Rill brings Slavery in its Rear. 
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In vain you think t'obey him but by Halves; 
You muſt reſolve to be his Slave or Foe. 

Tax. Without being either Cowards, or Fool-hardy, 
We may with ſome vain Homage ſooth his Pride; 
His hot Ambition ſoon will call him from us: 

Tis but a Torrent that will ſoon paſs off 

If let alone, but if reliſted ſwells . 
And bears away the Ship-wreckt Mounds that ſtopt it. 
Then ler us not encounter with his Anger, 

But to his Paſſage give a ſmooth Reception, 

And, yielding up what we ſhal! ſoon regain, 

Render him Duties that will coſt us nothing. 

Por. Nothing, my Lord! dare ye to think it Nothing? 
Shall | the Loſs of Glory count as Nothing? 
Yours and My Kingdom wou'd be dearly purchas'd, 

If they coſt Perus the moſt trivial Meanneſs. 
But do ye think a Prince ſo fluſht with Fortune 
Will leave no Traces of his Paſſage Here? 
How many Kings, ſplit on this fatal Rock, 
Hold a dependent Tenure from his Will? 
Our Crowns , the moment they became his Conqueſt, 
Wou'd fit precarious on our Heads: Our Scepters 
At his leaſt Frown wou'd drop from out our Hands. 
No longer tell me that his Courſe is tranſient; 
He never yet left any Prince his Freedom, 
And ſtill to chain the Nations taſter to him, 
He often ſecks em Kings amid the Duſt. 
But little am I toucht with theie vile Cares: 
Your Intereſt alone inſpires this Language; 
Porus is unconcern'd in this whole Talk; 
When Glory ſpeaks, he's deaf to all things elſe. 
Tax. My Lord, like you, to Honour's Call | liſten; 
But Honour dictates to preſerve my Kingdom. 
For. If you wou d fave your Honourand your Kingdom, 
Prevent the Foe, and march with Me againſt him. 
Tax. Contempt and Raſhneſs are unfiithtul Guides. 
For. Shame treads upon the Heels of tim'rous Souls. 
Tax. Subjects love Kings that know to ſpare their Blood, 
Por. They more eftcem thoſe who know how to ie gn. 
Tax, None but proud Spirits will approve ſuch Coun'cls, 
For, Kings will approve them: So perhaps will Qu ens. 
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Tax. The Queen, you think, has Eyes for none but Lou · 
Por. This I well know, a Slave is her Abhorrence. 
Tax. Your Haughtineſs, my Lord, accerds with hers. 
Por. Glory I love: And Glory's what ſhe's fond of. 
Tax, You've won her Heart. | 
Por. At leaſt I will prevent 
A Foreign Hand from bearing it away: 
Tax. But do ye think a Lover ought t'expoſe 
His Miſtreſs and her People, with Himſelt? 
No, no, no longer be deceiv'd, but own 
*Tis not by Love you're guided, but by Hate. 
Por, Well; fince I muſt confeſs it, my juſt Anger 
Deſires a War as much as You do Peace. 
I own, that, burning with a noble Heat, 
1 want t' encounter this ſame Alexander; 
My Soul, uneaſie at his high Atchievements, 
Has long expected this moſt welcome Day. 
Long e er he ſought me out, my Emulation 
Had render'd me his Enemy in Secret. 
I griev'd to ſee him taken up in Aſia; 
So ſtrongly did my Wiſhes urge bis Preſence, 
That 1 ev'n grudg'd the Perſians that good Fortune: 
And ſhou'd he now elude my ardent Longings; 
'Shou'd he to leave this Country ſeek a Paſſage, 
'You ſhou'd behold me, arm'd. arreſt his March, 
Re fuſing Him the Peace he offers You. 
Tax. Doubtleſs, ſo high, ſo reſolute a Spirit, 
"Merits in Hiſtory a ſkining Place. 
And ſhou'd ye fall beneath this great Deſign, 
You'll bravely fall. The Queen draws near. Adieu. 
Cry up your Zeal, and let her fee your Pride, 
The —_ which you b-lieve deſerves her Love. 
I ſhou'd diſturb your noble Converſation: 
Your Hearts wou'd ſcorn the Weakneſſes of mine. [ Exit. 
Enter Axiane. 
Ax. Does Taxiles avoid me? What's the Reaſon ? 
Por. He's in the right to hide from You his Shame: 
And tince he fears t' expoſe himſelf to Danger, 
With what a Front can he ſuſtain Your Looks? 
But, Madam, let us quit ſo mean a Subject, 
And fince he's bent on Slay'ry, let him go, 


And 
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And leave the Care of ſtaying Him, to Me: 
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And with his Siſter worſhip Alexander. 
Let's leave a Camp in which, with Incenſe ready, 
The loyal Taxiles expects his Sovereign. 
Ax But, Sir, what ſays be? 
Por He roo plainly ſpeiks. 
The Slave already boaſts of his new Maſter, | 
And fain wou'd have me ſerve him —— | 
Ax. Be You patient, 


His Sighs, tho' unencourag'd on my part, 
Declare that I'm the Object of his Love. 
Be that or ſo or not, I'll talk with him; 
We muſt not by this harſh Diſdain compel him 
To fi.iſh a Deſign he mayn't ha“ torm'd. 

Por. Do ye then doubt it? Can you acquieſce 
Upon a faithleſs, abje&. perjur'd Lover, 
Who, to his Tyrant, means to give ye up, 
In hopes to re-obtain ye from his Hand ? 
Go to aſſiſt him to betray Your ſelt; 
From my tond Eyes your Perſon he may'tear, 
But he can ne er deprive me of the Glory 
Of Fighting in Your Cauſe, and Dying for Ye. 


Ax. Thiuk ye, my Lord, that atter ſuch Diſloyalty f 


My Hand ſhall be his broken Faith's Reward ? 
Thivk ye that I can fix my Friendſhip There, 

Or yield to be beſtow'd upon a Traytor ? 

Can ye, without a Bluſh. ſay this of Me? 

Was I &er known t'eſteem that Prince ſo much? 
Think ye, my Lord were | to make a Choice 
*Twixt You and Taxiles. | long ſnou d doubt? 

Do I not know his Soul unſteady. wavering; 


That Love retains him while Fear calls him on? 


Do I not know that his irres'lute Heart, 
Wou'd. but for Me. ſoon gorge his Siſter's Bait. 
This, Alexander took thar-Princeſs Captive, 

And Now She to her Brother is return'd; 

But I ſoon found the Embaſſy ſhe came on, 
To catch him in the Net her ſelf was fal'n in. 

Por. How can ye then with Pa ience bear her Preſence? 
Why quit ye not ſo criminal a Converſe? 
Why are ye ſo ſollicitous to ſpare 
: . 
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A prince e 
Ax. Tis for ycur ſake that I would gain him. 
Shall I ſee You, charg'd with ur Ki-glom's weight, .. 
March out alone againſt fo great a Conqu'ror ? 
In Taxiles I'd get ye an Aſliſtant: 
Why have ye not for Me the ſame Complacence ? 
But with ſuch vulgar Cares your Soul's untoucht :. 
So ye fall Nobly, you defire no more. 
Unmov'd at what your Death may be the Cauſe of, 
You give Me up without or Aid or Refuge, 
To Alexander's Wrath, to Taxiles' Love; 
He ſoon would treat me as a haughty Victor, 
And, to reward your Death, demand my Heart. 
Well, go, my Lord: Content your Inclina'ions; 
Go to the Fight : Forget to guard your Lite: 
Forget that Heav'n, propitious to your Wiſhes, 
Perhaps prepar'd your Love a gentler Fate: 
Perhaps Axiane at length relenting, 
Delign'd. — But, no, my Lord, run to your Army: 
find I keep ye here againſt your Will. [ Is going. 
Por. Ab, Madam. ſtay; and ſee how much I love: 
Order my Deſtiny, command my Soul: 
Glory, I own, has great Dominion o'er it; 
But what's impoſſible ro ſuch bright Charms! 
I ſhall not ſay with what intrepid Courage 
Your: Men and Mine were going to the Battle, 
Nor how great Joy it would ha' been to Poris 

lone to triumph in his Rival's Sight. 
No, I am ſilent: Speak: You are my Queen. 
I lay my Hate and Glory at your Feet. 

Ax. Be not afraid: The Heart that thus obeys me, 

Is not depos'd in Hands that can betray it. 
No. I'm too ſealcus of his Fame, to (top 
A Heroe, who is poſting on to Vict'ry. 
No, fly to meet the proud inſulting Foe, 
But keep with your Allies, and ſoath their Humouts. 
Be it my Care to work on Taxiles. Tok 
Shew in his Fayour Sentiments more mild; 
And ll go try t' ingage him on our Side. * 

For. Well, Madam, Go: With Pleaſure I conſent. 
Since we muſt ſee Hepheſtion, let us ſee him. 
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Bur till in hopes of following cloſe his Heels, 
Firſt I expect Hepbeſtion, then the Battle. 


ht 
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Enter Cleophile and Hepheſtion. 


Hep. VES. whilſt your Kings deliberate in Council, 
And ballance in their Breaſts what Choice to make, 

Permit me, Madam to diſcourſe at large 
The ſecret Reaſons which have brought me hither. 
Entruſted with my Maſter's glorious Flame, 
Let me unfold it to the Eyes that caus'd it, 
And for that Heroe beg at Vour fair Hands, 
What he ſo freely offers to Your Kings, 
Peace and Repoſe: This, Madam, is my Errand. 
After ſo many Sighs, what muſt he wait for? 
Your Brother has conſented, why delay ye? 
Muſt he for ever fear a harſh Retuſal? 
Say, Madam, muſt he lay beneath your Feet 
The yet unconquer'd Remnant of the Globe? 
Muſt he give Peace? Or muſt he War parſue ? 
Pronounce, My Maſter will leave nought-untry'd 
To make ye His by Merit or by Conqueſt, 

Cleo May | believe a Prince, at Glory's Heighth, 
Still keeps the Mem'ry of my weak Attractives? 
| 
| 
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That he who carries Terror in bis Train 
Can ſo debaſe himſelf to ſigh for me? 
Captives like him do ſoon knock off their Fetters; 
Glory compels Their Souls to higher Aims; 
And Love, with Them, diſturb'd and interrupted, 


ö Is ſoon o'er-whelm'd beneath a load of Laurels. ' 
N Whilſt yet that Heroe held me as his Pris'ner, 4 
f I might perhaps hate {lightly toucht his Heart: 
1 But when he to'my Liberty reſtor'd me, . 
| *Tis juſt to think that he reſum'd his own. 
Hep. O had je ſeen him, burning with Impatience, 
j Count o'er the diſmal Days of your long Abſence, 
| You would ha*known, that, hurry'd on by Love, 

He ſought for none but You in al his Battles; 
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Tis for your ſake th' affrighted Provinces 
Have felt th' Effects of his impetuous Courſe, 
Which broke thro' all that ſtopt his P ſſage t'ye 
Your Standards wave in the {ame Fielu with ours; 
The Camp's ſo near, one View diſcovers both: 
Vet after all this Toil the tim'rous Conqu'r: r 
Fears he is ſtill far diſtant from your Heart. 
What boots it him to run from Clime to Clime, 
4 If till the Entrance to your Heart is ſhut? 
e, If ſtill you frame new Doubts about his Love? 
Y If with a thouſand Diffidences arm d 
Cleo. Alas! ſuch Doubtings are but weak Deferces: 
We always doubt that moſt which moſt we wiſh. 
Yes, fince that Heroe needs will know my Heart, 
With Joy J hear the Story of his Paitzon 5 
I fear'd leſt Time e'er now had ſtopt its Courſe, 
I'm pleas'd he loves, and may he ever love! 
Nay more: When he, reſiſtleſs, forc'd our Frontier, 
And within Omphis' Walls made me his Pris 'ner, 
My Heart, which faw him Maſter of the World, 
Conſol'd it felt in that His Chains I wore ; 
Far from complaining at the Change of Fortune 
I took a {ſweet Acquaintance with my Fate, 
And, loſing the Remembrance of my Freedom, 
I fear'd Yobtain it, even when I ask'd it. 
Judge whether I'm oer-joy'd at his Return. 
But mult I ſee him cover'd o'er with Blood? 
Comes he before us in a Hoſtile way? 
And does he ſeek me only to torment me? 
Hep. No, Madam, by your pow'rful Charms ſubdu'd, 
He now ſuſpends the Terror ot his Arms. 
He offers, to th'unthinking Kings, a Peace, 
And ſtops the Hand that would e er now ha' cruſht em. 
He fears leſt Victory ſhould go too far, | 
And reach a Blow on Taxiles's Head. 
His Courage, at your juſt Alarms concern'd, 
Would grieve to wet his Laurels with your Tears, 
Aſſiſt then, Madam, his Purſuits of Peace, 
Exempt him from fo undeſir'd a Conqueſt, 
Prevail on thoſe whoſe Ruin he would ſpare, 
T accept a Good they owe to nought but Loye, 
D 2 
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Cleo. Doubt not of that, my Lord : My troubled Sou} 


Is agitated with inceſſant Fears: 
I tremble for my Brother, dread his Fate, 
Fear leſt his Blood ſhould ſtain ſo dear a Foe: 
But I in vain oppoſe his boiling Paſſion; 
Axiane and Porus fill his Soul; 
A Queen's Attractions, and a King's Example, 
When | begin to ſpeak, riſe up againſt me. 
What have I not to dread in ſuch a Plunge! 
I fear for Him; and ev'n for Alexander: 
I know a hundred Kings who ſought oppoſe him * 
Have ſplit upon that Rock, and been undone: wy 
I know his Deeds: But I know Porus too. 
Our Nations, who have uncer h's Command, \ 
Repuls'd the Scythian and the Perſian Force, | 
Made proud with Laurels which to him they owe, 
Like him will Conquer, or will fall reveng'd. | 
J fear | | | 
Hep. Shake off ſo vain an Apprehenſion: 
Leave Porus to the Deſtiny that waits him: 
Let India in his Cauſe arm all her Nations, 
So Taxiles but turn his Steps from Ruin. N 
But here they come. 5 

Cleo. My Lord compleat your Work; 
By your ſage Counſels diiſipate this Storm: 
Or if it muſt break out, at leaſt remember, 
To make it fall on other Heads than ours. Exit Cle. 

Euter Porus and Taxiles. 

Hep. Before the Battle, which approaches, puts 
Your Kingdoms in the Number of our Conqueſts; 
My Maſter gracioully is pleas'd to hold 1 
His conqu'ring Hand, and once more offer Peace. ' 
Your People, with fallacious Hopes abus'd, 4 
Thought to ha' Rop'd the Conqueror of Exphryates ; * 
But ſpite of all your crowding Troops, th* Hydaſpes 
At length, beholds our Standards on its Banks: | 
E'er now they had been planted in your Trenches, A 
And y our wide Plains heap d up with Piles of Dead, 1 
Had not that Heroe checkt his Soldiers Fury. 
He comes not here to ſhed the Blood of Princes. 


And fright their Subjects with a barb'rous Triumph: 
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He would not ſhine with ſuch a mournful Splendor, 
Nor build his Greatneſs on the Tombs of Kings. 
But do not You, with vain Preſumption ſpurr'd, 
Rouze his Reſentment, and provoke the Storm. 
Now whilſt his hovering Arm ſtill hangs in Air, 
Content your ſelves with ſtanding out thus long. 
Do not delay to render him that Homage | 
Which in your Hearts, ſpite of your ſelves, you give him, 
Accepting the Support his Arm preſents ye, 
Be proud of ſuch a Friend, and ſuch a Patron. 

This, Alexander's pleas'd to let you know; 
Ready to quit or to reſume the Sword. 
You've heard his Purpoſe. Now declare your Choice: 
Or to loſe All, or under him to hold it. 

Tax. My Lord, believe not that a barb'rous Hatred 
Hoodwinks our Eyes to Virtue ſo tranſcendent, 
And that our People, rooted in theit Pride, 
Pretend in your Deſpight to be your Foes, 
We render what is due to ſhining Merit: 
You worſhip Gods who owe to Us their Temples, 
Heroes who paſs'd for Mortals among You, 
Have met with Altars when they came to Us. 
But never will ſo brave a People tura, 
From being Adorers, to be abject Slaves: 
Believe me, be they ne'er ſo ſtruck with Fame, 
They'll not give Incenſe that is ſought by Force, 
Kingdoms enow, the Purchale of your Swords, 
Have ſeen their Monarchs bow beneath your Yoke, 
After ſo many States by You reduc'd, 
Is it not time, my Lord, You ſearcht for Friends? 
The Captive Crowds whom Alexander awes, - 
Do ill ſupport a Pow'r but juſt begun. | 
They only watch a time to gain their Freedom; 
Your Empire's tull of nought but cover'd Foes, 
In Secret they bemoan their Crown-lefs Kings. 
Your Chains, too far ſtretcht out, relax themſelves, 
The Scythians, in their Hearts already mutinous, 
Attempt to break the gyves you mean for Us. 
Go to: Accept our Friendſhip's Pledge, and try 
Th' Effects of Faith by no ſet Oath engag'd. 
One Nation leave at leaſt, that may, untorc'd, 
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Applaud the Greatneſs of your noble Deeds. 

I on theſe Terms embrace your Maſter's Friendſhip: 
I wait his Coming, as a King ſhould wait 

A Heroe, who in Honour's Traces treads, 

And who may Rule my Heart, but not my Kingdom, 

Per, When the Hydaſpes, calling all its Bord rers, 
Sent forth its Princes to defend its Banks, 

I thought that in this glorious Undertaking, 
None were eng2g'd but Enemies to Tyrants. 

But fince a King crouching to him that braves us, 
Sollicites to. be one of his Allies, 

"Tis I muſt ſatisfie my Country's Wiſhes, 

And ſpeak for thoſe whom Taxes betrays, 

What wants the King your Maſter in theſe Regions ? 
And what's the mighty Aid he's pleas'd to grant us? 
What means he by preſuming to protect 
Nations, who have no Enemy but Him? 

Before his Fury made Mankind uneaſie, 

adia enjoy'd a pleaſing calm Repoſe. 

Or if {ome Neighbour troubled its Serenity; 

It ſelf ſupply'd ſufficient good Defenders. 

Why are we invaded? by what barbarous Act 
Have we ſtirr'd up the Madneſs of your Maſter ? 
Were we &er ſeen to threaten his Dominions ? 
Or lay a Ccuntry wafte we knew noughr of? 
Could not ſo many Kingdoms Deſarts Rivers, 
Be Barriers ſtrong enough twixt Him and Us? 
An Inmate of the World's remoteſt End 
Might, one would think, be free from this Diſtarber: 
Unheard-of Ardor, which, in love with Miſchief, 
No ſboner's lit, but barns up all around: 

Whoſe only Rule or Reaſon is its Pride, 
Which would to one great Priſon turn the World, 
And, tyrannizing o'er the ſpacious Globe, 
Covets as many Slaves as there are Men. 
Kingdoms nor Kings no longer mult ſubſiſt: 
Under one Yoke he ranges all Mankind, 
I know his rav'nous Pride devours Us too. 
We are the only Sovereigns that are left. 
Why ſaid I, We? My ſelf alone, the Man 
In whom remain the Footſteps of a King. 
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But tis a noble Subject for my Courage. 

I'm glad to ſee the human Race inſlav'd, 

That, if they're freed, Porus's Hand may free-them, 

And all may ſay, The mighty Alexander 

Had made the truckling Univerſe ſubmit, 

But at the utmoſt end of it he found 

A Ki g by whom the World regain'd its Freedom. 
Hep. Your Project marks at leaſt a valiant Mind... 

But it is Now too late t'oppoſe the Storm.. 

It Porus is the tottering World's fole Prop, 

I pity It, and pity Porus too: 


I ſtay ye not, Go, march againſt my Maſter. 


I only wiſh that you had better kngwn him, 

And Fame had only in Compaſſion told ye 

But half of his Exploits; You then ſhou'd ſee— 
Por. What ſhou'd I ſee? Or what cou'd | be told, 

Wou'd fet me ſo much lower than your Maſter? 

O! forget: The Perſians tamely beaten. 

Where was the Glory to ſubdue a King 


Already by Effeminacy conquer d, 


A Nation void ot Vigour, almoſt lifeleſs, . ; 
Groaning beneath the Gold with which 'twas arm'd; 
Inſtead of Fighting fallng down in Heaps, 
And ſetting their dead Troops againſt your live ones: 
The others dazPd at his leiſt Performance, 

Came on their Knees to ſupplicate for Ls, 
Frighten'd with Tales of Oracles, they thought 

A God cou'd never meet with Oppoſi ion. 

But We, who look with other Eyes on Conqu'rors, 


Know that the Gods are far from being Tyrants; 


And whate'er Title Slaves may give their Idol, 

The Son of Fove with Us is but a Man. 

We go not to perfume his Way with Flow'rs: 

He finds Us every where with Sword in Hand, 

At every Step he ſees his Conqueſts ſtay d. 

A ſingle Rock here coſts him more Fatigue 

More J. ives, more Onſets, than the Perſian Empire. 
Hating the Eaſe which caus'd thoſe Wretches Rain, 
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The Gold which paves our Steps don't ſpoil our Souls. 


Glory's the only Good has Charms for Us, 


That the ſole Object Poru, keeps in light, 2.20 
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"Tis That — 
Hep. Riſing ] That too is what my Maſter ſeeks. 
His Heart diidains to flye at leſſer Game. 
Tis that which tore him from his own Dominions, 
And to the Throne of Cyrus urg'd his Steps, 
U g'd him to break the ſtrongeſt Empire's Columns, 
To fight for Crowns, to win them, and beſtow them. 
And ſince your Contumacy dares deny him 
The Glory of the Pardon he preſents ye, 
This Day, Your ſelf, the Witnefs of his Vict'ry, 
Shall fee the warmth with which he fights for Glory: 
Forthwith, with Sword in Hand, you'll {ee his March. 
; a Exit Hep. 
Por. Go too: IH waie him; nay, I'll feek him out. 


Tax, Will you then, giving way to your Impatience-- 


Por. No. I intend not to diſturb your Friendſhip. 
Hepheſtion anger'd ſolely againſt Perus. 
Will let his Maſter know of Your Submiſſions. 
The Legions of Axiane are rang*d 
Beneath my Banners, and expect the Battel 
] will maintain the Splendor of both Thrones : 
And Yqu, my Lord, ſhall fit the Judge o'th' Combat: 
Unleſs: excited by a glorious Zeal, 
You join with your new Friends. 
; | Enter Axiane. 
Ax. What's this I'm told! | [To Tax. 
Our Enemies count You among their Friends: 
And lou4ly boaſt a certain King's Reſpects —— 
Tax. We ſhou'd not preſently believe an Enemy: 
A little time will make em know me better. 
Ax. My Lord, diſprove then this injurious Rumour; 
Contound the Inſolence of thoſe who {ſpread it. 
Like Porus go and force them to be ſilent: 
And let em by a juft Reſentment ſee 
They have no Foe more miſchievous than You, 
Tax. Madam, I'll go and draw my Army out. 
Be not ſo ſoon alarm'd at Tuch Reports. 
Horus, his Duty does; and 1'i] do mine. [Exit Tax, 
Ax. Coward? this Coldneſs is no Sign you'll do it: 
You tread not like a King that runs to Vict'ry. 
We can no longer doubt it: We're betray'd, 
8 | His 
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His Siſter ſuperſedes his Fame, his Country: 
He keeps his Hatred private to Himſelf 
Until the Fight begins, and then he'll ſhew it. 
O Gods ! 

Por. His Change deprives me of an Aid 
I always knew too well to build upon. 
I, unconcern'd, have ſcen his Fickleneſs: 
And did much more his faint Reſiſtance fear; 

A Traytor, leaving Us to pleafe his Siſter, 
Leſs Weakens us than does a cold Defender. 

Ax. But pray, my Lord. what ist you Undertake? 
Without conſid' ring Alexander's Forces, 

You run, almoſt alone to meet their Swords, 
And fight their num'rous Army, by your ſelf. 

Por, What! wou'd ye have me, like a tim'rous Traytor, 
Conſpire to fet a Maſter o'er ye, Madam? 

Shall. Porus in his Camp be ſeiz d, unattive, 

Or when the Trumpet calls to War, decline it? 
I know you wou'd not have me be ſo baſe: 
Glory, I know, burns ſtronger in your Boſom. 
"Twas You whoſe pow'rtul Charms (k well remember) 
Excited all our Kings, puſht them to War: 

You with a noble Pride reſervd your Hand 
For Him alone that conquer'd Alexander. 

Conquer we muſt: I flie to't: Not to ſhun 

The Name of Captive, but to merit it. 

Irflam'd by your bright Eyes, my Soul's reſolv'd 
ead or Victorious to deſerve your Chain, 

And ſince it wou'd be vain to pour forth Sighs- 

To one whe has no Senſe of ought but Glory, 
I'll go, and by tae Splendor, won by Canquelt,. 
Fix Glory fo inſep'rate from my. Pexſon 

That | perhaps at length may lead your. Heart 

From Glory's Love, to love the Conqueror. 

Ax. Well, my Lord, go then. Taxiles perhaps 
Has Subjects in his Camp more brave than He. 
Vl! make a laſt Effort to ſtir em u 
Then te yuur Camp I'll go, and wait your Fate. 
Inquire not further how my Heart's inclin d. 
Triumph and Liye.. 
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02 ALEXANDER 
Por. Why, Madam, d'ye delay? 
Why may I nor this Inſtant be inform'd, 
Whether my Sighs have made your Heart leſs hard? 
Wou'd ye, (tor Fate, Divine Axiane, 
Perhaps condemns me ne'er to fee ye more) 
Wou'd ye that an unhappy Prince expiring, 
Shou'd be ſtil} unacquainted with the Glory 
That was delign'd him? Speak. 
Ax. What ſhall 1 ſay? | 
Far. Ah! if you felt ſome little Weakneſs for me, 
Your Heart, which teſtifies ſo much Efteem, ( 
Might flatter me with ſome ſmall Hopes of Love. ] 
Can ye with all theſe Sighs be yet unmoy'd? : 
Can ye—— 
Ax. Go: March apainſt this Alexander. 
The Victory is Yours, if that fam*d Warrior 
Defends himſelf no better than my Heart. [Exe, 
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Exter Axiane and Cleophile. f 

x HAT! am I here to be debarr'd my Freedom? RP 
Muſt I not ſee my Army march to Battel ? þ 

Does Taxiles on Me begin his Treaſon, | 


And make a Priſon for me, of his Camp? 

Is this th' obſequious Paſſion he profeſſes? 

Does my Adorer make himſelf my Maſter? 

Does his fond Love, grown weary of my Rigour, 1 
Enſlave my Perſon, fince he can't my Heart? | 

Cleo. Conftrue more favourably the juſt Alarms 

Of ene who knows no Conqu'ror but your Beauty: 

Look with more Goodneſs, Madam, en the Tal 
Which intereſts my Brother in your Safety. 

Whilſt (all around us) two moſt potent Armies 

Both ſtung with equal Fury, vent their Fierceneſs, 

To what Part elſe cou d ye have ſteer'd your Courſe? 

What other Place cou'd ſhield ye from the Tempeſt? 

Here a full Calm fecures ye: All 15 Peaceful 
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Ax. And 'tis this Peace fulneſs that I deteſt. 
What, when my Subjects fill the Plain With Deaths, 
And bravely for their Queen with Porzs fight; 
When with their Blood their Loyalty they ſeal, ' + 
And Cries of dying Warriors pierce ev'n hither, | 
Muſt I be told of Peace? And muſt the Camp 

Of Taxiles alone remain Serene? 

Muſt I be flatter'd with an odious Calm, 
And SpeRtacles of Joy regale my Eyes? _ 4 

Cleo. But, cou'd ye, Madam, think my Brother's Love, 
Cou'd bear to ſee expos d ſo dear a Perſon? | 
He knows the Hazards 

Ax. Therefcre to prevent em 
That generous Lover makes a Pris'ner of me? 

And whilſt his Rival's fighting in my Cauſe, 
His peaceful Valour guares my Perſon here? 
Cleo. How happy's Porus! how u eaſie ye - 
Is the the leaſt Abſence of that glorious Man! 
Your Anxioufncſs for Him wou'd almoſt prompt ye 
To find him out ev'n in the Field of Bartel ? 

Ax. 1 wou'd do more I'd ſeek him ev'n in Death, 
Loſe my Dominions, and unmov'd,” fee Alexander 
Give 'em Cleophile, to buy her Heart. | 

Cleo. If you ſeek Porus why wow'd ye be gone? 

He'll ſoon de brought, by Alexander, hither. 
Permir us to be render of your Welfare, 


And keep ye life againſt your Conqu'ror comes. 


Ax You triumph Madam. -and your Heart already 
Tow rds Alexander flics, and names him Victor. 
You ſhou'd not with your Love be too much blinded, 
Perhaps your Pride breaks out be fore the time. 
Too haſtily believing what ye wiſh, 
You puſh Affairs too far. 
Cleo. My Brother comes: 

He'll quickly fer us in right in our Diſpute. an 
Ax Ah my miſgiving Heart! That Brow, ſerene; - 
Too plainly tells me Porus is defeated. | 10 

Euter Taxiles. 
Tax. Madam, if Porus had with leſs Impatienee 
Receiv'd t e Counlels of a cordial Friend, 
He might have ſpar'd me the afflicting Task 
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Of bearing you the News of his Mis fortune. T! 
Ax. Is Portls — 
Tax Tis too ſure, His thoughtleſs Valour 

Hus felt the Miſchiefs I ſo plain foreſaw. 


- Yet (for my Heart reſpects his Virtue much, 


Nor cares to Triumph o'er a fallen Rival) 

He bravely, Inch by Inch, gave up the Field, 
And drencht in Blood the Glory of the Foe, 
Nay Vict'ry's ſelf, on his high Deeds intent. 
*Twixt Him and Alexander ſome time waver'd. 
But in the End his Valour grew outrageous, 
And he was hurry'd much tœo far by Paſſion. 
I ſaw his Troops o'erthrown and dif array d, 
Ycur Soldiers in diſorder, his diſpers'd, 

And he himſelf, forc'd with them in their flight, 
Wiſh for the Succour he before refus' d. 

Ax. Refus'd! How's this! does thy baſe Mind expect 
To be intreated to defend thy Country? | 
Muſt ye be drag d to fight againſt your Will, 

And made by Force to fave ycur on Dominions? 
Since you want ſpurring, was not the Example 

Of Porus ſtrong enough to prick ye on? 

Cou'd not that Heroe's Danger. nor thy Miſtreſs, 
Nor a whole Nation threaten'd, warm thy Heart ? 
Thou ſerv'ſt the Maſier well thy Siſter gives thee. 
Go on; do with me as her Hae directs, 

To all the Varnquiſht give the ſame ill Treatment. 
Thy. Miſtreſs with thy Rival lay in Chains. 

The Deed is done. Thy Crime and his Diſaſter 
Have fix d that Hero deeply in my Heart. 

I love him, and will, e'er the Day declines, 

At once declare my Hatred and my Love: 

Fo Him, before thy Face, ſwear conſtant Friendſhip, 
And before his, to Thee immortal Hatred. 

Adieu. Thou know'ſt me: Love me if thou wilt. 

Tax. Think not my Vows were ever unſincere; 
You have no Cauſe to fear or Threats or Chains; 
For Alexander knows what's,due to Princes, 

Suffer his Goodneſs to continue t' ye 
A Scepter Porus did too raſhly venture. 


My (lf, implicitly, wov'd fight tlie Hand 
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That impiouſly preſum'd to wreſt it from xe. 

Ax. What! ſhall my Scepter be a Foe's Donation ? 
Upon my rightful Throne ſhall I be placd 
By the ſame Tyrant that had pull'd me from it? 

Tax. Monarchs, o'ercome by his victorious Arm, 
Have given way to his kind healing Cares. 
Behold the Wite and Mother of Darius, 
One calls him Son, and one a Brother ſtiles him. 

Ax. No, no: I know not how to fell my Friendſhip, 
Careſs a Tyrant. and in Pity reign. 
Think'ſt thou I'm hke a feeble Perſian Dame? 
Think'ſt thou that Alexander's Court ſhall c'er 
Retain Axiane? Think'ſt thou that I 
will with my Conqu'ror trapes o'er all the World, 
And boaſt throughout the Softnefs of his Chains? 
If he gives Kingdoms, let him give thee ours. 
Let him adorn thee with the Spoils of others. 
Reign on: Nor I, nor Porus will be jealous: 
And thou ſhalt be ev'n more a Slave than Us. 
I hope thar Alexander, fond of Glory, 
And vex d his Vit'ry by thy Crime was ſully d, 
Will waſh it in thy Blood. Traytors like thee 
Are often punifh't, tho*' the Treaſon's lik'd. 
Whatever Favours he may blind your Eyes with, 
Think on the Recompence of Faithleſs Beſſus. [Exit Ax. 

Cleo. Brother, give way to this outragious Tranſports. 
With Time and Alexander, You'll prevail. 
Her Rage, whatever outward Shew ſhe makes, 
Can ne'er withſtand the Offer of a Kingdom. 
Command her Fate, her Heart will ſoon be Youre, 
Bur tell me, have your Eyes beheld the Conqu'ror? 
What Treatment, Brother, does he ſeem to promiſe? 
What {aid he? | 

Tax. Yes, I've ſeen your Alexander. 

At firſt the youthful Luſtre of his Features 
See m'd to bely the number of his Deeds. 
Filfd with his Name, I could not 1 confeſs, 
Make ſo much Glory with ſuch Youth accord, 
But the Heroic Firmneſs of his Brow, 
The Fire of his Regards, his high Deportment 
She Alexander. And indeed his Viſage, © 
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Bears the unerring Symptoms of his Greatneſs; 

His ſtately Preſence, ſeconding his Projects. 

Does, like his Sword, in all Parts win him Subjects. 

He was departing from the Field. Methought, 

Efulgent Vi&'ry lighten'd in his Eyes. | 

Yet ſeeing Me, he ſtrait lay'd down his Fierceneſe, 

And ſhew'd his Condeſcention in its turn. 

I {aw his Tenderneſs, thro' all his Tranſports, 

Return, ſays he, prepare my charming Princeſs 

Again ts ſee a Conqueror who comes 

To lay his Heart and Conqueſt at her Feet. 

He'll preſently be here. I've nought to ſay: 

I leave y3e wholly. Miſtreſs of Your Fate, 

And put into your Hands the Care of Mine! 

Cleo. If I have any Influence o'er the Conqueror, 

All Oppoſition ſhall fall down before ye. 

Tax. | hear a treading. It is. doubtleſs, He. 
Enter Alexander, and Hepheſtion. Alexander's Train. 
Alex. to Hep] Hepheſtion, go. let Porus be found out: 

Give him his Lite, and let the Slaughter ceaſe. [Exit Hep. 
Alex to Tax.] Is it then true. that a miſguided Princeſs 

Pre fers to You a hot unthinking King? 

But fear not him, my Lord: His Kingdom's Yours. 

Try at that Price to bend th ungratetul Woman. 

King of two States, and Arbiter of hers, 

Go now and offer her three Diadems. [ vours--» 
Tax Ah! tis too much my Lord; your crowding Fa- 
Alex, You may at leiſure thank me tor my Cares. 

Delay not, but where Love directs ye, go: 

And Crown your Paſſion with fo fair a Palm. [Exit Tax. 
Alex. To Cle.] Madam, I promiſe to ſupport his Love: 


But may I for my own conceive no Hopes? 

When I on Him ſo prodigally pour 

The Fruits of Vict'ry, muſt my ſelf have none? 
Diſpoſing Scepters. Madam. as you pleaſe, 

Crowning my Friends with my, own proper Lawrels, 
Heaping on Them the Goods my Arm acquir'd, 
Shew that I languiſh-atter other Conqueſts. 

I] promis'd- You that my Victorious Sword 

Shou'd bring me ſoon near your inchanting Perſon, 
But, at the lame time, Madam, I remember, 5 
oy 
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You promis d Me ſome Place in your Affection. 

Behold me Here: For Love himſelf foughe for me, 

And Victory has diſengig'd my Word. 

All round ye yield: Tis time You did fo too. 

You promis'd it, then will ye ſtill hold out? 

And ſhall your Heart be the ſole thing that *ſcapes 

A Conqueror's Zeal, who ſeeks for nothing elſe ? 
Cleo. No, Sir, that Heart pretends not to continue 

The only thing invincible to Alexander. 

I render what I owe to that bright Virtue 

Which holds enflav'd a hundred crouching Nations, 

Taming the Indians is your leaſt Performance. 

You ſtrike the boldeſt Courages with Fear: 

And, when you pleaſe, your Goednels, in its turn, 

Inſpires with Love the moſt obdurate Hearts. 

But yet, my Lord, theſe Victories, that Luſtre, 

Thoſe Charms, do often fill my Soul with Dread, 

I fear, leaſt You, contented with your Conqueſt, 

Will leave me, to be prey'd upon by Grief; 

And un-. affected by the Warmth you caus d, 

Will ſcorn a Victory that came ſo cheap 

But little Love is found in ſuch a Heroe: 

Glory ingroſſes all Your Thoughts, my Lord: 
Perhaps ev'n now that your great Heart is ſighing, 
The Glory of my Conquelt's all your wiſh tor, 

Alex. How ill you know the Violence of my Love! 
I know there was a time when Fame alone r 
Had all my Heart, Kings and their People then 
Were all I thought fit Objects of Purſuit, 
The Aſiatic Beauties I ſurmounted, 
With the ſame Eaſe as I their Kings ſubdu'd, 
Arm'd with a proud Diſdain againſt their Shafts, 
I paid not the leaſt Homage to their Charms. 
Fond of Renown, and every where unconquer d, 
My Heart plac'd all its Happineſs in Freedom. 
But now alas! what different Effects 
Have your bright Eyes, tnhoſe lovely Tyrants, wrought! 
The Title of the Conqueror of the World, 
Is now no longer what my Heart deſires: 
With pleaſure it conteſſes its Defeat, 
And all it Wiſhes is to make you know it, 
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Why will ye ſtill be doub: ful of your Conqueſt? 


Why do ye ſtill upbraid me with my Glory? | we 
As if the glorious Bonds ia which you hold me, We 
Could retain none but vulgar grov'ling Spirits. But 
Fil go and ſoon evince, by new Archievements, Ma 


The Pow'r of Love o'er Alexander's Heart. 
Now that my Sword. beneath your Laws engag'd, 
Muſt celebrate at once Your Name and Mine, 
I'll go and render miſerably famous 
Nations till now unknown to all the Earth; 
And Altars ſhall be rear d to You, by People 
Whoſe Savage Hands refuſe 'em to the Gods. 
Cleo. Vict ry my Lord, 1 know you'll carry with ye: 
But Love will never follow you ſo far. 
So many Seas and intervening Kingdoms 
Will quickly blot my Mem'ry from your Heart. 
When the rough Ocean ſees Ye Plow his Boſom, 
To make compleat the Conqueſt of the World; 
When you ſhall ſee Kings proſtrate at your Feet, 
And the adoring Earth be huſh betore ye, 
Will ye then think that there's a Youthful Princeſs, 
Without Ceſſation pining for your Abſence, 
Re- calling in her Mind the happy Moments \ 
When that Great Man aſſur'd her of his Love? ( 
Alex. Believe ye then that, barb'rous to my elf, 7 
I can deſert ſo exquiſite a Beauty? 
Rarhes, will To# rencunce the Throne of 4/ia, 
On which 1 meant to place ye? . 
Cleo. O. my Lord. ; 
You know I much depend upon my Brother. 
Alex. If what I Sigh for is in his Diſpoſe, 
India's whole Empire, to his Sway ſubjected, 
Shou'd ſoon ſollicite, in my Cauſe, his Suffrage. 
Cleo. My Friendſhip for him ſeeks not Aquiſitions: 
Do but appeaſe an irritated Queen, 
Let not a Rival rob him of his Hopes 
For having enly dar'd You to the Combat. 
Alex. Perus was certainly a gallant Rival; 
Never ſuch Valour challeng'd my Eſteem. 
I, where the War rag d moſt, beheld him; joyn'd him: 
And 1 muſt own he try d not to avoid me: 


We 
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We hunted out each other. Such a Fellneſs 
Wou'd ſoon ha giv'n a Period to our Quarrel, 
But that the Soldiers pouring in between 
Made us miſpend our Blows upon the Croud. 
Enter Hepbeſtion. 
Alex. What ! are they bringing in that hot · brain d Prince? 
Hep, He's ſought throughout. But hitherto, my Lord, 
His Flight or Death conceal that Captive from us. 
But, a {mall Party of his Men ſurrounded 
As they were flying, by their Look ſeem bent 
To ſtand it out, and dearly fel] their Lives. 
Alex. Do not enrage the Vanquiſht, but diſarm them. 
Madam, I'll go and bend this ſtubboa Princeſs, 
That Taxiles may aid me in My Suit: | 
And fince my Eaſe of Mind depends on His, 
Il! fix his Happineſs to build my own. [ Exe, 


ACT bY 


Enter Axiane alone. 


F W I LL nothing e'er be heard but Shouts of Conqueſt, 
, Grating my Ears with Alexander's Glory? 
And may I not at leaſt have leave to hold 
A private Converſation with my Grief? 
| Purſu'd and haunted by the Man I hate, 
hey mean to tye me to the Oar of Life, 
| Spite of my ſelf. But, Porus, don't believe 
Thy Steps ſhall be untrodden long by Me. 
Doubtleſs thy Heart could not ſurvive our Ills: 
In vain ſo many Warriors arm to ſeek thee, 
Wert thou alive thy Actions would betray thee. 
Alas! in parting, thy redoubled Ardor 
Seem'd to foretel this Blow of adyerſe Fortune, 
When thy fond Eyes, ſpeaking to mine thy Paſſion, 
Askt me what Rank thou heldſt in my Eſteem; 
When mindleſs of the War's Event, thy Soul 
Was fill'd with anxious Cares about thy Love. 
Ah! why did I with ſo much Art conceal 
A Secret, ſo deſtructive to thy Peace? 


How 
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My Soul e&er this ſhould have reſigu'd the Light, 
And in the Grave have ſworn to thine that Friendſhip 
Which thou ſo long haſt waited for: E'er this 
I ſhould, in wiineſs of my Faith, have ſhewn 
I could not live a Moment after thee. | 
Thinkft thou I Il live beneath the Laws of one |: 
Who by thy Death has gain d the Maſt'ry of us? 
I hear he now is coming to diſcourſe me, 
And by reſtoring me my Scepter, means 
To give me Comfort: He perhaps believes, 
By that falſe Mildoefs to ſubdue my Hate. 
But he ſhall ſee me, after thy Example, 
Die like a Queen as Thou didſt like a King. 

| Enter Alexander. 
So then, my Lord, you take the Barb'rous Pleaſure 
Of looking on the Tears your Arms have caus'd! 
Or do ye grudge me, in the State I'm in, 
The woeful Liberty of Grieving, 
Alex, Madam, 
Your Grief is no leſs free than it is juſt, 
You mourn a gallant Prince. I was his Foe, 
But not ſo far as to forbid the Tears 
Giv'n to his Death. I knew him well, by Fame, 
Before the Indus ſavy me on its Banks. 
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How oft o'ercome by thy prevailing Merit, | Ame 
Have I been ready te unlock my Tongue? 1 ka 
How oft have Sighs broke from me in thy Preſence? 4 
But til] I would not think *twas Love I felt: By 
In Glory's Favour all my Sighs I conſtru'd, | Ea 
And thought twas that alone had touch'd my Heart. Pat 
Forgive me, O thou greateſt beſt of Kings, S Sh 
Now, now I find 'twas nought but Thee I loy'd. 

Glory I own had ſome Dominion oer me, g 
Oft have J told thee ſo: But why alas St 
Did I not tell thee that twas thou alone, 1 
Made me her Slave: Ia ſeeing thy Exploits 
F learnt to know her, and, tho' full of Charms, 1 
In any other Man ſhe leſs had charm'd. \ 
But to what purpoſe now are all theſe Sighs 8 
Which loſe themſelves in Air, and thou ne'er hearſt! | 
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amongſt the greateſt Kings he ſhone diſtinguiſht. 
I knew 

Ax. Why therefore came ye to invade him? - 

By what dire Law, what curſt Neceſſity, 
Enforc'd, do You thus range from Welt to Eaſt 
Purely to war on Virtue? cannot Merit 

Shine out, but Vou muſt ſtrait riſe up againſt it? 

Alex. Tis true, I ſought out Porus: Bur, belieye me; 
Twas not for his Deſtruction that I ſought him. 
Spurr'd by the Rumour of his warlike Deeds, 
| long'd to ſee him: And the very Name 
Of one till then unconquer'd rous'd my Soul 
To new Exploits, and bither wing'd my Steps. 

When all Men's Eyes (I thought) on Me were fixt 
Strait did this Hero's recommended Valour 

Give check to Fame, and make her Doubt between us: 
The World thus ringing of Him, India ſeem'd 

To open to my Arm a worthy Field: 

Weary of conquering Kings without Reſiſtance, 
With Joy I-heard the Noiſe his Valour made: 
Encourag'd by fo brave a Foe, I came 

To ſeek the Glory of a well-fought Battle: 

Nor has my Aim been fruſtrated: His Courage 

I own, has far ſurpaſs'd my ExpeQation, 

Vict'ry, which us'd to be my conſtant Follower, 
Had almoſt quitted Me to fide with You, 


Forus diſputed the leaſt Laurel with me: 


And I may ſay, that ev'n the Loſs of Vict'ry 

Has on my Enemy freſh Glory heap'd, 

That from ſo brave a Fall he lieber riſes, 

And that his greateſt Joy is, that he Fought. | 
Ax, He well might quit all Care of Life, when ſingly - 

He had to deal with ſuch a Hoſt: But, pray, 

Since you ſuch Praiſe beſtow upon his Valour, 

Way fcught you not, my Lord, as Heroes ſhould? 

Why did you by Deceit attack his Virtue, - 

And uſe another's Hand to work his Fall? 

Exult: But know that Taxiles in ſecret 

Diſputes the glorious Name of Conqu'ror with ye. 

The Traytor, not unjuſtly, thinks you owe 

The, Victory to his Artifice alone. | | 

And 


92 ALEXANDER 


And midſt my Grief it pleaſes me to ſee 
The Glory ſhar'd by ſuch a Wretch as Him. 
Alex. In vain your Grief does ſeck to ſlur my Glory. 
I never yet was known to ſteal a Conqueſt, 
Nor by mean Shifts, which I am guiltleſs of, 
Deceive, inſtead of Vanquiſhing, an Enemy. 
I never could, tho? every where out-number'd, 
Diſguiſe my Aims, or hide my felt in Covert: 
The Sun has always lighted up my Battles. 
"Tis true, Compaſſion mov'd me tor your Kingdoms, 
I rry'd your Princes Rain to prevent, 
And would have Say'd them both, or Fought them both. 
Believe —- 
Ax. 1 do believe that you're Invincible. 
But is't enough that All is eaſie to ye? p 
\ - Muſt ye, becauſe ye Can, lay Kings in Chains, 
And carry Devaſtation thro' the World? 
What Crime had any of our Towns committed, 
Or how incurr'd your Wrath thoſe num'rous Dead 
Which You have heap'd in Piles along th' Hydaſpes? 
What had I done to ; Bu 7 the Tempeſt hither, 
To fink the only Man I could haye lov'd? 
Did he o'er-run the Frontiers of Your Greece? 
Did We flir up Mankind againſt Your Glory? 
Alas! withour being jealous, we admir'd it, 
Porus and I, charm'd with each other's Love, 
Were entring on a State more bleſt than Yours, 
Perus confin'd his Hopes to win a Heart 
Which had perhaps this Day nam'd Him its Conqu'ror. 
Had his been all the Blood You e'er had ſted, 
Were this the only Crime you could be tax'd with, 
Would ye not think your ſelf extreamly Wretched, 
To come fo far to break ſo fair a Tye? | 
Think what ye pleaſe, you're nothing but a Tyrant. 
Alex, Madam, I ſee you'd have me grow cnrag'd, 
And in unworthy Terms break out againſt ye: 
Hoping, perhaps, that my exhauſted Mildneſs 
Will give ſome Blemiſh to its former Glory. 
But even tho? your Virtue had not charm'd me, 
You now attack a Conqueror diſarm'd. 
My Soul, cngag'd to pity you, unask'd, 
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Reſpects the ſad Miſ-hap in which you're plung d. 
'Tis your diſaſtrous Trouble blinds your Eyes, 
And ſhews me to ye as an odious Tyrant. 
You, but for It, would own that Blood and Tears 
Have not been always us d to foil my Arms. 

Ax. They muſt be blind, my Lord, who do not ſee 
Thoſe Virtues which but ſharpen My Deſpair. 
You have taught Victory her ſelf. Sobriety, 
T'unlearn that Pride which renders her ſo Fatal: 
Tam'd by your Sword, the Scythian and the Perſzan 
Hug the ſoft Chain and ſport beneath the Yoke, 
Tendring your Welfare like your proper Subjects, 
But what am | the better, if, while Others 
Adore your Goodneſs, Me you Perſecute? 
Think ye that my Averſion muſt abate, 
Becauſe Thzy kiſs the Hand that gives Me Pain? 
Will all thete Kings whom you've aveng'd or aided, 
Thoſe num'rous Nations whom Your Sway makes eaſie; 
Reſtore to me my Porus? No, my Lord: 
The more that You by all the World are lov'd. 
The more that I my ſelf am forc'd tadmire ye, 
So much the more I hate ye. ; 

Alex. J excuſe 
The Tranſports of a Friendſhip ſo tranſcendent: 
Tho', Madam, they may very well ſurprize me. 
If common Fame has not abus'd my Ears, 
Porus with no kind Look was ever favour d. 
* IT wixt Taxiles and Him your Heart ſtill, aver d, 
And, while He liv'd, conceal'd its Thoughts in Silence. 
And now when He no longer hears your Voice, 
You give Deciſion in his Favour, Madam! 
Think ye that his cold Aſhes ask your Love? 
Oppreſs not thus your Soul with uſeleſs Sorrows, 
Cares more important call ye off; your Tears, 
Have paid ſufficient Honour to his Mem' ry. 
Reign, and ſupport the Glory of a Queen, 
Calm your diſorder'd Senſes, and conſult 
The Welfare of your State, ſhook by his Fall: 
Chuſe It, among ſo many Kings, a Maſter, 
Taxiles ſtill aſſiduous —— 
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Ax. What, that Traytor? bel eck 
Alex. Be not ſo harfh-in your Opinion of him. 

He ne'er was ſoil'd with Treach'ry towards You. 

Mafter of his Dominions, he had Pow'r | 

Them and himſelf to fave from Defolation. 

Nor Oath nor Duty bound him to embrace 

The Ruin Porgs ran into the Jas of. 

In ſhort, remember Alexander's ſelf 

Sollicites for a Prince that loves ye. Think 

How the Hydaſpes and the Indies join d 

Will rowl their peaceful Streams beneath your Laws. 

Think what Acceſſions I may heap upon ye, 

When once Your Int'reſts are the ſame with his. 

He comes. I will not check his Sighs, but leave him 

T' unfold his ardent Wiſhes at your Feet. | 

My Preſence is already too offenſive. 

The Lovers Converſe calls for Privacy, 

| Enter Taxiles. 
Ax. Approach thou mighty Monarch of the Indies. 
J have been rattFd for my Anger tow'rds ye. 

Pm told, that pleating Me is all you aim at, 

That all my Coyneſs but confirms your Love. 

Nay more, they'd haye me Love ye in my turn; 

But know'ſt thou what a Task thou mult perform: 

Know'ſt thou the Means that muſt be us'd to win me? 

Art thou prepar'd — 

Tax. Ah! Madam, only try me, 
Try what ſo ſweet a Hope can urge me to. 
What muſt [ do? 

Ax. He that does truly love me, 
Muſt be in love with Glory as | am. 
He muſt declare his Love by glorious Deeds, 
And bear to Alexander mortal Hatred. 
He fearleſs muſt look Danger in the Face, 
Muſt fight, muſt conquer, or in Batrel fall, 
Caft, caſt thy Eyes on Porus, and Thy ſelf, 
And judge which moſt deſery'd Axiane. 
Yes, Taxiles, my Heart, in ſhew unfix'd; 
Knew how to chuſe betwixt a Slave and King. 
I lov'd him, I adore him. And-fince Fate 
Forbids him to enjoy ſo ſweet a Sight, 


[Exit Alex, 
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'Tis You ſhall be the Witneſs of his Glory: | 
My Tears, each Moment, ſhall revive his Mem'ry,” 
And thou ſhalt hear me talk of none but Him. 

Tax. Then your Heart's frozen, and I burn in yain? 
Can nothing, nothing wipe away his Image? 

Ax. Thou may'ſt once more recover my Eſteem: 
In our Foe's Blood thou may'ſt waſh off thy Crime. 
Occaſion ſmiles, and Porus, tho intombd, 

Is rallying now his Soldiers round his Standard, 
His very Ghoſt ſeems to arreſt their Flight; 
Nay ev'n thy Troops, aſham'd of thy Deſertion, 
Shew, by their Brow indignantly contracted, 
That they repent the Crime you forc'd 'em to: 
Go, ſecond the Impatience that devours 'em. 
Avenge our yet reſpiring Liberties. | 

Be thou my Throne's Defender and thy own. 
Run, fly and be a ſecond Porus to us. 

You anſwer nothing, On thy Face I read 
Thy daſtard Spirit, I in vain point out 

A Hero's Traces. Thou'rt reſolv d on Slay'ry. 
Go, ſlave it on, and leave me to my ſelf. 

Tax. This is too much. You have perhaps forgot. 
That I can talk Commandingly, if urg d. 

I may grow weary of your fcornful Treatment, 
I am the Maſter of your State and Perſon, 
And may —— | 

Ax. I know it. I'm your Pris'ner, Sir: 

| Perhaps you think to captivate my Thoughts, 
And make me trembling yield to your Deſires. 
Go to, throw off Diſguiſe and be your ſelf. 
Call Terror to your Aid: Exert the Tyrant. 
Do what thou wilt, my Hate can be no greater ; 
But prithee do not waſte thy Breath in Threats. 
Thy Siſter comes t' inſtruct thee what to do. 
If her Advice and my Deſires prevail, 
Thou'lt ſoon enable me to re. join Perus. 

; Tax. Ah! may J rather — [Ext Ax. 

| Enter Cleophile. 
Cleo. Leave that thankleſs Woman. 

Sworu Troubler of our Peace: Forget her, 
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Tax. No. 
I love her, and tho' all my fervent Vows 
Obtain nought elſe but everlaſting Hatred; _ 
Yet ſpite of her Diſdain and your Perſwaſions, 
Spire of my ſelf, I muſt for ever love her. 
But after all, her Anger's not ſurprizing. 
On You and on My ſelf the Blame muſt fall. 
Had it not been for your pernicious Counſels, 
She leſs had hated me, and I had kept her 
Still in ſuſpenſe twixt Porus and My felt. 
O with what Pleaſure had it fill'd my Soul, 
But for a Moment to have ſeen her waver! 
No, I can't live beneath her Hatred's weight, 
I muſt go ſue for Mercy at her Feet. 
I fly, refolv'd tr aſſiſt her Indignation, 
Againſt Your ſelf and Alexander too. 
I know the mutual Fire which burns ye Both. 
But ſtill your Quiet muſt give way to Mine; 


Periſn the Univerſe, ſo 1 be eaſie. 


Cleo. Go then and haſten to the bloody Field, 
Let not your preſent Ardor cool: Why ſtay ye? 
Away: the Battel rages, Perus waits ye. 

Tax. How's this! does Porus once again appear ? 

Cleo. He does: By his fell Blows too furely known. 
He manag'd well. The Rumour of his Death 
Kept back a too believing Conqueror's Arm. 

He comes to fteal upon = {l:eping Valour, 
And diſconcert a Vict'ry ill- ſecur'd. 

He doubtleſs comes like an enraged Lover 

To bear away his Miſtreſs, or to periſh. 

Your Troops, ſeduc'd by that ungrateful Woman, 
Murmur, and ſeem prepar'd to follow Porws. 


So then your ſelf: Go like a gen rous Lover, 


Aſſiſt your happy Rival's Cauſe. Adieu. Exit Cleo, 
Tax. alone] Does Fortune, obſtinately bent againſt me, 

Revi re an armed Rival to deſtroy me? 

Shall He reviſit her who mourn'd his Death, 

And who ev'n then eſteem'd Him more than Me? 

Ah! *cis too much. Til try what Lot awaits me, 

And who's to carry off this noble Conqueſt, 


Come 


1, 
* 
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Come on: Nor let us, idly wrathful, lay 
For others to decide th important Quarrel, 


— 


* 


A 
Enter Alexander and Cleophile, 
HAT! fear'd ye Porus after his Defeat? 
And did yeſthink my Conqueſt not accompliſht? 
No, tas impoſſible he ſhou'd eſcape me: 
My Soldiers had each Avenue belet. 
Now he's an Object not of Fear but Pity. | 
Cleo, Tis Now that Porus moſt is to be fear d. 
However brave he was, his bruited Valour 
Diſquieted me leſs than his Misfortune. 
While at a pow'rful Army's Head he ſtood; 
His Forces, his Exploits alarm'd me not. 
But he's a ſubjugated hapleſs King, 
And therefore Now I rank him *mong your Friends. 
Alex. That is a Rank which Porus cannot challenges 
Too ſtudiouſly he labour'd for my Hatred. 
He knows I long withſtood the Provocation: 
But now I hate him to his Heart's defire. 
] owe too an Example to the World. 
1 ought on Him to take a full Revenge 
For all thoſe Miſchiefs he had Pow'r  tavert. 
I'll puniſh him for forcing me to do't. 
Twice vanquiſht, hated by my charming Princeſg==-— 
Cleo. My Lord, I hate not Porus, I conteſs, 
And if twere lawful for me now to hear 
The Voice of his Misfortunes pleading for him, 
I'd tell ye, that of all our Princes, He 
Was far the Greateſt: that our Provigces 
Have by his fingle Arm been long defended : 
That he, in marching-againſt Vou was proud 
Of furniſhing fit Matter for your Sword; 
Afſur'd if once in Battel he cou'd meet ye, 
His Name wou d follow yours throughout the World. 
But it I Him defend, my gen'rous Cares 
Injure my Brother, and deſtroy his Wiſhes, 


if 
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If Porus live, where then is Taxiles? 

His Ruin's certain, and mine too perhaps. 

Yes, if his J ove does unſucceſsful prove, 
Cleopbhile muſt bear the Blame and Puniſhment. 

When betwixt Him and Vou I {ce the Ganges 

(As You're upon the Wing to gain freſh Conqueſts,) 
Who then, my Lord, ſhall curb his lawleſs Rage? 

Of its ſole Joy berett, my ſick'ning Heart 

Will, lonely, mourn and pine away: with Grief: 
Or ſhou'd he force it to another Object. | 
Where will the Conqu'ror be to whom I gave it? 

Alex. This is too much: and if your Heart is mine, 

I ſhall, in ſpite of Him, know how to keep it 


Better than all thoſe Realms my Sword has conquer'd, | 


Thoſe Realms which I but kept for your Acceptance, 
One Vict'ry more. then, Madam. I return 

To be by You commanded, and to bound 

My Glory in the Circle of Your Arms. 

The Mallian waits to render me his Homage. 

Now l'm fo near the Ocean, what remains 

But that I ſhew me to. that boiftrous Element, 

As Conqueror of the World, and Your Adorer ? 

Then —— 

Cleo. Bet, my Lord, why always War on War? 
Do ye, beyond the Earth, look out for Subjects? 
And wou'd ye have for Witneſs of your Actions, 
Countries. .unknown ev'n to their Inhabitants. 

In ſuch rue Climes what can ye hope to fight? 
They'll fet againſt ye vaſt untrodden Waſtes, 
Deſarts which Heav'n refuſes to enlighten, 

Where Nature ſeems her ſelt to lye expiring. 

| Nay, envious Chance, who has not yet been able 
To ſtop the Courſe of ſuch a glorious Life, | 
May wait your coming there, and means to bury, 
It not your Name, your Tomb in dark Oblivion. 
Think you to drag along a ſhatter'd Army, 

So oft recruited and ſo oft conſum'd? 

Your Soldiers, whoſe bare Aſpect moves Compaſſion; 
Have left in ſundry Places half themſelves. 

Their Groans and Cries ſufficiently inform 


Alex, | 
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Alex. Madam, They'll march, if I but once appear. 
Thoſe Hearts which, with a Camp's vain leiſure ſpoibt, 
Run o'er their Wounds and murmur as they tell em, 
To follow Me freſh Spirits will aſſume, 


Covet new Wounds, and blame their former Murmurs- 


But firſt we'll Taxiles's Love ſupport. 


His Rival can no more his Wiſhes croſs: © b 


Madam, I've ſaid it once, and do again. 
Cleo. My Lord, the Queen — 
| Eneer Axiane. 
Alex. Well, Madam, Porus lives. 


Heav'n ſeems t have heard your Pray'rs, and gives him tyel 


* - 


Ax. Alas! for ever It deprives me of him. 
No glimpſe of Hope remains to eaſe my Pain: 
His Death before was Doubtful, now tis Certain» 
He flings himſelf upon it, and perhaps 
'Tis ſolely for my ſake, to bring me Aid. 

But what's his fingle Perſon to an Army? 

In vain his Efforts did at firſt alarm em: 

In vain ſome Warriors, by his Courage hearten'd, 
Again ſpred Terror in the Victor's Camp: 


4 


F 


He muſt, o'er-power'd, fink at length; expiring : 2 


Upon thoſe Piles of Dead that ſtop his Paſſage, 
O cau'd I have the Liberty to ſhew him 
Axtane, and die before his Face! 
But Taxiles reſtrains me: yet the Traytor 
Is gone to feed upon that Hero's Blood, 
Is gone to look on him in Death's cold Arms; 
If yer he has the Courage to approach him, 
Alex. No, Madam, by my Care his Life is ſav dy 
Soon his Return will ſatisfie your Wiſh. | 
You'll fee him. | 


Ax. Do your Cares extend to Him ? LJ DN 


And does the Arm that ſunk him raiſe him up? 

Cou'd I from Alexander hope his Safety? 

Indeed what may we not from Him expect? 

But I, my Lord, remember well you told me 

That Alexander, Conqu'ror, had no Foes, att © 
And that the Moment he a Vict'ry gain'd SEA 
His Enmity was over. Gallant Mind! oh 


Neither was Ferus Alexander's Enemy: - el 146.04 
E 2 Glory 
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Glory did equally inflame ye both: ape, 
He long'd d encounter fo renown'd a Warrior, 
And You attackt him only to preſerve him. 


Alex. His fixt Contempt which ſets me at Defiance, 


Doubtleſs deſerves a Conqueror, more ſevere. 
His Pride in Falling ſeems to be confirm'd, 
But I'm reſfolv'd to ceaſe to be his Foe, 
And will proceed as Taxiles ſhall arbitrate; 
He only can or fave him or deſtroy him, 
And him alone it is that You muſt gain. 
Ax. 1 bend my Knee to Him? for an Aſylum 
Am I turn'd o'er to Taxiles's Mercy? 
Muſt Porus ſeek for ſuch a baſe Support? 
Alas, my Lord, I find you've yow'd his Death. 
You only ſought him out for his Deftruction : 
How ſoon a generous Soul may be ſeduc'd ? 
My eaſie Heart, forgetting all its Anger, 
Ad mir'd Perfections You're a Stranger to. 
Go to, my Lord, be Cruel as you're Valiant, 
Sully with Blood a Courſe begun fo nobly. 
After ſo many Foes have felt your Favours, 
Deſtroy the only one you ſhou'd ha' fav'd: 
Alex. He comes. 

Enter Porus, Hepheſtion and Alexander's Guard.. 
Alex. Well, Porus, ſee what Pride produces! 
Where's fled the Hope that lur'd ye to your Ruin? 

Your haughty Spirit is at length reduc'd, 
I owe one Victim to my {lighted Glory. 
Yet I with willing Hands hold forth to Porus, 
What he ſo often has retus'd, a Pardon. 
Axiane, rebellious to my Goodneſs, 
Will, tho' it coſt your Life, be conſtant to ye; 
Wou'd have ye die without one wavering Thougit, 
Meerly that You-may carry to the Grave 
The Appellation of her faichful Lover, 

Pay not ſo dear for ſuch an uſeleſs Glory, 
Reſign your Love to Taxiles, and live. 

Por. To Taxiles? 

Alex. To Him. 

Por. You do but well. 


What he has done for You deſenves no leſs; 


'T'was 


'Tpras He depriv'd me of my hop'd-for Conqueſt, 
Gave ye his Siſter, ſold his Reputation, 
Deſerted Porus. Can you ever hope 
To recompenſe the leaſt of all theſe Favours? 
But I have eas d ye of ſo great a Debt. 
Go ſee him now expiring on the Field 
Alex. What! Taxiles? 
Cleo. O Heay'ns! 
Hep. My Lord, he's dead. a 
He flung himſelf upon his own Deſtruction. 
Porus was vanquiſht, But inſtead of yielding 
He ſeem'd t' Attack, not ſtand on the Defenſive. 
His Soldiers dead and dying at his Feet : 
Made him a Bulwark with their ſlaughter'd Bodies. 
There as within a Fortreſs firm he ſtood 
The brunt of a whole Army, and forbid 
Th' Approach ev'n of our moſt intrepid Warriors. 
But yet I ſpar'd him. His exhauſted Vigor 
Would ſoon ha' put his Life into my Pow'r, 
When Taxiles approacht the bloody Spot: 
Keep off cries he, this Captive is my due: 
Porus there is no help thy Ruin certain; 
Thon muſt, or periſh or renounce the Queen. 
Theſe Words reviv'd the deaden'd Rage of Perus, 
Who lifting up his weary'd Arm, and ſearching 
His Rival with an Eye ſedately Haughty, 
Hear I not Taxile-'s Voice, {aid he, 
That moſt accurſed moſt perfidions Traytor, 
Who has betray'd his Country, Miſireſs, Me? 
Coward come on, Axiane is thine, 
I'm willing to reſigu that glorions Conqueſt, 
But then my Head along with it muſt go. 
Approach. With this the irritated Rivals 
Flew at each other. We oppos'd their Rage, 
But Porus thro' the Crowd his Paſſage opens, 
Comes up to Taxiles, and ſtrikes him dead, 
And then contented yields himſelf to Us. 
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Cleo. So none but I, my Lord, have cauſe to mourn. 


Your Arms whole weight has fal'n en none but me. 
Vainly my Brother courted your Protection; 
Alas! He only finds your Glory fatal, 


What 
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What does your Friendſhip boot him in the Grave? F 

But ſhall his Death. my Lord, go unreveng'd ? EY 

Z Shall he who kill'd him live to boaſt he did it? 1 v 
=_ Ax. Do my Lord. hear Cleophile's Complaints. Yc 
" TIptty her. She juſtly mourns her Brother. Po 

All ſhe could do to ſave him prov'd in vain. N 

She made a Coward of him, yet he periſnt. T 

Not that twas Porus Fault: It was his own. L 


What Bus neis call'd him where the Battle rag'd ? 
Meant he to reſcue Porus from his Danger? 3 
No, no, he went t inſult a hapleſs King, ; 
A King whom Victory her ſelf reſpected. \ 
But wherefore do I try to diſpoſſeſs ye 
Ot a Pretence fo fair. fo colourable ? 
What more dehre ye? Taxiles is dead. 
Offer, my Lord this Victim to his Manes, 
This mighty Victim: Do, revenge your ſelf, 
But don't forget that I his Crime partake: 
Yes; my Heart, Porus, does not love by halves: 
This, Alexander knows: This, griev'd your Rival. 
You only of your Happineſs was ign'rant. 
But I rejoice you live, from Me, to hear it. 

Por. Ah! Madam, let on Me their Vengeance fall: 
| Imbitter not a Fate you've made ſo charming. 
| To be by You bewail'd, what greater Glory 
Could Vict'ry's ſelf have granted to my Wiſhes ? | 

To Alex] Tis now full time, You ſated your Revenge. 
You ſce what I, tho' vanquiſht, have perform'd. 
Fear Porus. Fear again this unarm'd Hand, 
Avenging, midſt an Army, its defeat. 
My Name may raiſe new Enemies, and waken 
A hundred Kings now ſleeping in their Chains. 
Firſt ſtifle in my Blood thoſe Seeds of War, 
Then fafely quell the reſt of human Race. 
pi Think not a Heart like mine can own a Conqu'ror, 
Or ſtoop te ſupplicate ought of Thee. Speak, 
Let's ſee if thou know'ſt how to uſe a Vict'ry. 
1 Alex Porus's Pride's uncapable of bending. 
Ev'a to his utmoſt Gaſp he gives me Threats, 
Indeed my Vi&'ry well may be alarm'd, 4 
L ought to guard againſt ſuch Men. 6 | 
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How ſhould I treat ye, think ye? 
Por. Like a King. 
Alex. Then like a King I am reſoly'd to treat ye. 
I will not leave my Victory unfiniſhe. 
Your ſelf deſir'd ir, ſo you can't complain. 
Porus, re'gn on: Your Kingdom I reſtore ye, 
With it. accept my Friendſhip,-and Axians. 
To thoſe ſott Ferters I condemn ye b. th. | 
Live both and reign, ſole Monarchs of the Indies, [.ye! 
To Cleo.] 1 ewn. this Treatment, Madam, may ſurpriſe 
But this is always Alexander's Vengeance. 
I love ye; and my Heart, when You complain, 
Would by a thoutand Deaths avenge your Gricts. 
But you your ſelf would be offended at it, 
It I ſhould put to death an unarm'd Enemy. 
Porus would triumph then and, braviug Alexander, 
V/ould like a Conqu'ror to his Tomb deicend, 
Permit me to compleat my Courſe and bring 
A ſpotleſs Virtue to your beauteous Eyes. 
Let Porus crown'd by Me, in India reign : 
And be the reſt of the World's Circuit Yours. 
Aſſume the Thoughts which ſuch a Rank ſuggeſts, 
Make, in its Infancy, your Reign admir d, 
And looking on the Splendor that ſurrounds ye, 
Forget the Wrath of Taxiles's Siſter. | ; 
Ax. Yes, Madam, Reign; and give Me leave t admire 
The Greatneſs of the Heroe's Sou! who loves ye. 
Love. and Poſſeſs thi uncommon Satisfaction 
Ot ſceing all the Earth adore Your Lover. 
Por. My Lord, *till now, the Univerſe, alarm'd, 
Forc'd me t'admire the Fortune of your Arms. 
But nothing forc'd me in that common Fright 
To own in You, more Virtues than in Me. g 
But now I yield. Your Conqueſt is compleat. 
Your Virtues, I contets, do match your Glory. 
Go on, my Lord, to ſubjuzate the World; 
And I my ſelf will ſecond your Exploits. 
I follow ye, by Duty call'd, t'endeayour 
To give the World a Maſter io Heroick, 


* * 
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Cleo. My Lord, I murmur not again your Virtue, 
Both Life and Crown to Porus you reitore; 
I will believe your Glory prompts ye to't : | 
But preſs not Me to anſwer. My griev'd Soul * 
Can only weep, in Silence, its Diſaſter. a 

Alex. Yes. Madam, we will mourn ſo true a Friend, 
And Sighing ſhew'in what Eſtrem we held him. 
A noble Tomb ſhall tell to future Ages, 
At once My Gratitude and Your Mistortune. 

[ Exeunt Onmei. 
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